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still lie where they fell, strangely lit up by the
sunlight which streams through the surrounding
gloom straight on to the white remnants of stone.
There are jagged holes in the stained glass
windows above the Altar and a gap shows in
the roof torn by the bomb, but the crucified
Christ, with arms outstretched, looks down
undamaged upon the debris in sorrowful pity
for the sins of the world. Standing face to face
with the carven steadfastness of the merciful
Son of Man, I read a square white card on which
is printed a Prayer for Protection against Air-
Raids:

"Almighty and most merciful God, Who
dwellest not In temples made with hands: Be
Thou the guardian, we beseech Thee, of our
churches and our homes; Keep this Thy House
in peace and safety; and grant that all who
worship here may find their refuge under the
shadow of Thy wings, and serve Thee with a
quiet mind; through Jesus Christ our Lord.
Amen."

Silently we leave St. Paul's and drive towards
Fleet Street through familiar corners of the
City. In St. Martin-le-Grand, a large business-
office has been demolished; Smithfield Market
is carrying on its work amid damage from
bombs; the exquisite grace of Charterhouse
Square, where leaves are falling upqn_ the